
Lombroso Declares
Dante Was Insane.

It Is an Alleged Scientific Conclu¬
sion for Which Nym Crinkle

Sharply Takes the The¬
orist to Task.

PROFESSOR LOMBROSO has arrived
at the scientific conclusion that Dante
Alighieri was insane. *

He has not reached this conclusion by
taking Dore's illustrations to bed with him,
but by a severe analysis of the poet's work
His opinion is that such conceptions of
heaven and hell as Dante formed could
only be the product of a mind made mor¬

bid and unreliable by its concentration upon
purely subjective horrors.
The effort to shut this great genius up

In the Bedlam of the past- is a curious one,
and If successful, must awaken some ap¬
prehension as to the oomlng literary doom
of Goethe, Petrarch and Shakespeare.
However, Lombroso is not first in the field.
Dr. Durand Fardel long ago arrived at

pretty much the same oonclusion, only his
methods of Investigation were more purely
critical. He arranged the different scenes

of purgatory and hell in groups, extracted
all the physical horrors and pronounced the
result madness.

It may be worth saying that this is some¬

thing like an arraignment of the Middle
Ages themselves, whose theologic concepts
were pretty fairly reflected In the magic
mirror of Dante's imagination. What is

especially remarkable in Dr. Durand Far¬
del, as it is remarkable in a great many
other writers in our day of scientific pre¬
disposition, Is that he cannot put himself
into the time of which he is writing.
Renan is a flagrant example of this In¬

ability to realize the conditions, moral and
intellectual, in which the men of other
aSes worked: Gibbon himself constantly
adjusted the crimes and the superstitions
of Rome to a later judgment, without mak¬
ing any allowance for the individual and
historic development of the Roman era.

Dr Durand Fardel brings to the terrible
scenes in Dante's hell a nineteenth century
sensibility, and then measures their mor¬

bidity by the sensitiveness of his own

nerves.
It would be curiously fatal and unfair to

subject Jonathan Edwards to this sort of
process. It is very doubtful even if Shake¬
speare, who is for all time, could stand it.

IDEAS OF OTHER DAYS.
The whole of the Ghost's account of pur¬

gatory, or hell, in "Hamlet is strangely
discordant and materialistic to the now ac¬

cepted theologic idea of hell. And there
are plenty of incidents and descriptions in
Shakespeare that can no more be acted be¬
fore a mixed company of our day than
Rabelais can be read to an evening party of
ladles and gentlemen.
Shakespeare is recklessly cruel and sen-

*

sational at tim'es, but it is extremely doubt-
ful that the bear-baiting audiences of his
time thought so, any more than they object-1
ed to their children looking at a man hung
in chains. The fact is that neither Dante

f> *.
a Lhen nuiea in imagination, could tran-,

seend them In an apprehension of spiritual
facts which have befen the result of ages of
a slow refining process.
Dante, who is far more fervid and Reuben-

esque than Milton. Is scarcely more ma¬

terialistic in his drama or his personages.
In throwing their majestic scenes upon the
canvas thoy used the light, or in other,
words, the knowledge of mankind, up to

rheir time. And It is extremely doubtful if

any historic teacher save one ever went be¬
yond the conditions of evolution and appre¬
hension that surrouoded him.
Professor Lombroso does not approach this

subject with the same literary patience that
Dr. Fardel fondly believes he possessed.
He comes at It with the knife of the physi¬
ologist and cuts his way to any number of
corroborative facts In the life of Dante,
(me perceives that at the outset he Is look¬
ing not for beauty, but for disease, and one

almost instantly feels that such determina¬
tion will be rewarded.
Poor Dante! We are now told that he was

subject to epileptic fits. Renan. It will be

remembered, made the same valuable dis¬
covery in St. Paul, and now we come to

ttynk of it, there must be a trace of epi¬
lepsy In most of the great personages of
the past, from Isaiah down to Joan of Arc,
though the garnered testimony of history
shows us that the foaming at the mouth
and the gnashing of teeth in saint and sibyl
have not to the people of their time im¬

paired their testimony or Invalidated their
stories.

A RIGHT AND A PROBABILITY.
A great deal of allowance ought to be

made for Dante's effectlsm, but that Is
just exactly the allowance that a

pragmatic savant, who is looking for
n lesion and not for an inspiration,
<vlll not make. He is bound to have
. post mortem exhibit, and it must
h« said that there is very little but
fh' cadaver in his exposition. Dante had
to lake Satan fill his canvas. He had also,
a1th ough he was writing an epic, to make

,Ir fill the comprehension of his age.
oses had to do the same thing. Mr. Hux¬

ley thinks that Moses should have written
his cosmogony with due reference to the
nebular hypothesis and the Copernican sys¬
tem. If he had, he might be called sane

in our dfiy, but he would have been re¬

garded ai an irredeemable madman In his
own day and generation, and that would
have frustrated his work, tor all prac¬
tical purposes It is better to be called In¬
sane six hundred or six thousand years af¬
ter you are dead than during your lifetime.
Just exactly how insane Dante s Satan
looks to Lombroso, one must recall the de¬
scription. It is that of a rare fowl:
A bird so vast. Sails never such I saw.

Outstretched on the wide sea. No plumes had
they.

But were in texture like a bat, and these
He flapped 1* the air, that from him Issued still
Three winds wherewith Cocytus to its depth
Was frozen. At six eyes he wept the tears
Adown three chins distilled in bloody foam;
At every mouth his teeth a sinner champed,
Bruised as with ponderous engine, so that three
Were In this guise tormented.

A SURRENDER TO PROGRESS.
Milton's Satan, four hundred years later,

bas lost this carnivorous mediaevalism and
has begun to evolve princely qualities.
When we arrive at the eighteenth century
Goethe robs him even of his hoofs and tail,
and endows him with what Hazlltt called
an "attorney intellect." The fact Is that
the irorld was slo-wly giving over the at¬
tempt to make the concept of evil abjective.
It had no Dantes who could do it with
Florentine color, even If it desired such a

thing, and It had In its Imaginative work
no more use for a forked-tall majesty or a

devouring bat than it had for nnlcorns or

battering rams. The devil and hell ot
Dante in the conceptions of men have been
superseded. But they fitted into their time
and place.
Dante's life was on the whole a sad one.

One does not wonder that his imperial
imagination dwelt upon forms of torture,
for his body had been made to feel the
cruelty of his age. Robbed, exiled,
bruised and reviled, he was to confer upon
his country an imperishable boon. No one

can read the accumulated facts of his
career, which centuries have unearthed
with loving assiduity, without feeling that
he had every warrant for mental aberra¬
tion. But that warrant has never been
discovered in his text by the generous
world that has hung upon his words. That
he was never suspected of insanity before
French art came to his aid, and French
science insisted on an autopsy, is worth
noticing. Dore put him on the pictorial
stage, and used a good deal of colored
light, and the probability is that millions of
men know Dante only by what they have
seen of Dore's pictures. These grizzly
illuminations which give us the hobgoblin
side of medlaevalism, are wholly destitute
of the philosopic Insight, the plaintive and
tender touches, and the matchless Tuscan
music of the epic. No one can know
Dante who has not read "The Vita Nuova,"
In which with the youthful ardor of a

Romeo, he pours ouf his soul upon Beat¬
rice, and lays bare ^*ith a candor that sur¬

passes even Shakespeare, all the secret
springs of a creative passion that Inspired
and beautified everything It touched.

A PLAIN IMPOSSIBILITY.
Lombroso can no more understand this

noble dementia, which is as normal as the
tumults of Spring, than his pupil Max
N'ordau can understand Coleridge or Wag¬
ner, or Mr. Robert G. Ingersoll can under¬
stand St. John. Nordau pronounced Kuhla
Khan the Jargon of a disordered brain, and
Swinburne has declared that it is the one

matchless piece of supernaturalism in Eng¬
lish verse. It makes all the difference In
the world whether you look at inspiration
through a stethoscope or a crystal. Lom¬
broso tried to measure Dante's heat:
with a clinical thermometer. It reminds
us of Tyndall's prayer gauge and Taine's
academic measurement of Milton. One
might as well expect Beardsley to illum¬
inate Pascal or Mark Twain to translate
the encomium moriae for a comic news¬

paper.
It Js the duty now of precise science to

search for the identities of madness and
imagination. The standard of both health
and ability is the prosaic. Dante was iras¬
cible, vain, given over to spells. In a word,
he was heard of. What better evidence of
mental aberration. "The Divine Comedy"
is a fine symptom of illness, and Lombroso
is as nappy as a country doctor who has
discovered a case of appendicitis.

NYM CRINKLE.

THE STORYOFONE BARREL

A Memorable Incident in the Latin Quar¬
ter Re-Cclebrated in

New York.

A certain art devotee of New York, who
is also a prosperous business man, once

upon a time gave up business cares and took
a bold plunge into the joyous atmosphere of
the Latin Quarter in Paris. There he went
daily to the art school with the enthusiasm
of any aspiring youngster still in his teens.
He lived with the American students, sat

with them at the frugal board of the Cafe
des Arts, drank with them the wine that
was blue and in all respects became one of
them during that period of mingled pleasure
and drudgery. The taste that he got of the
bohemian life was distinctly to his liking,
and this, together with the broader view of
art which came to him there, amply repaid
him for whatever losses his business suf¬
fered during his absence.
It\was when he was about to leave Paris

and the goodbys were being said that one

of the students, who was a good deal of a

wag, but In whose heart there was evident¬
ly a yearning for home and the good things
of home, called him aside and said:
"Say, old man, want to do something

handsome for the boys? Send 'em some
American oysters. And say, if you don't
mind, send them some American whiskey
too."
What was suggested as a Joke was taken

In earnest by the New Yorker, and at the
ensuing Christmas season there arrived in
the Latin Quarter a Christmas present
which led to great rejoicing and much
feasting and good cheer among the Ameri¬
can contingent. The gift was an intensely
American one, consisting of a big barrel
filled with American oysters, which only
the rich can buy in Paris; American whis¬
key In bottles, which the French never
could appreciate; Vermont maple sugar,
which in Paris is an unknown quantity, and
last, but by no means the least important
feature of this unique bill of fare, a quan¬
tity of American mince meat. There soon
came over seas to the New Yorker a me¬

morial, with sentiments signed by each of
the C afe des Arts coterie, and expressing
their gratitude with just enough facetious-
ness and drollery t6 make it a masterpiece
of epistolary acknowledgment for favors
received.
The other night In New York the devotee

of art revived pleasant memorieaof his short
career In the Paris art world and of the
American whiskey, oysters and mince meat
at a gathering of a dozen or more New
iork artists, most of whom are pushing
well to the front in their profession and
some of whom are already there. The
story of the Transatlantic episode of the
barrel of American delicacies, from its
origin in New York to Its digestion in Paris,
was told again, and a replica of the punch
brewed at the Cafe des Arts on festal oc¬
casions was passed around by a waiter
garbed in white from caput to calves,
the familiar costume of his class in the
cheap restaurants of Paris. As to the in¬
gredients of that punch there was but one
opinion.It charmed by its smoothness, but
surprised by its subtle strength, which was

quite natural, since it was mingled of
such alcoholic strangers as .claret and St.
Croix rum, two parts of the former to one
of the latter. Under its inspiration the
former art students of Paris got very Jolly,
and with pipe and song and story managed
to pass a merry night oft.

Life Story of
Dr. Holmes.

First Authentic
History of the
Genial Au¬

tocrat.
pVER sUnce the announcement that an

K* authorized life of Oliver Wendell
Holmes was being prepared the ap¬

pearance of the work has been awaiteft
with 'unusual interest. The book will be
ready for publication on the 9th inst, and
through the courtesy of the publishers,
Messrs. Houghton, Mifflin & Co., in fur¬
nishing the Journal with advance sheets,
something may now he said of the work.
The author is Mr. John T. Morse, iJr.,

who has accomplished his task with the
cordial co-operation of the relatives of Dr.
Holmes. The two volumes are richly illus¬
trated throughout and include the auto¬
biographical notes and the correspondence
of Dr. Holmes. Touching the autobiograph¬
ical notes, after the genealogy occupy¬
ing the opening pages, Mr. Morse says:
"It has been somewhat widely believed
that Dr. Holmes, for some time prioT to
his death, had been engaged upon an auto¬
biography. In point of fact, he left only
some disjointed notes and memoranda, In
which he had not advanced beyond the
period of youth, nor even covered th^t
period thoroughly and consecutively. They
were dictated at odd moments, without
method, connection or revision. Naturally,
therefore, they are rambling, disjointed and
entirely fragmentary, and often overlap and
repeat each other. It might be regarded
as a biographer's duty to treat them as ma¬

terial out of which to construct a narra-

WAS THIS THE

W1

tlve; but the charm of reminiscence of early
days is gone when they lose the form of
reminiscences, and therefore I have decided
to give these jottings, the amusement of
an old man's 'leisure hours, just as they
were left by him, with some omissions, but
no changes."
A paragraph or two will give an idea of

the nature of these youthful recollections,
"Two spectres haunted my earliest years,
the dread of midnight visitors apd the
visit of the doctor. I hardly knew when
I was not subject to fears when I was left
alone the dark. "These terrors were

vague and different at different times. I

do not say that I believed in ghosts, nor

yet that I disbelieved in their existence, but

the strange sounds at night, the creaking
of the boards, the howling winds, the foot¬
fall of animals, voices heard from a dis¬
tance and unaccounted for.all such things
kept me awake, restless and full of strange
apprehensions. These fears lasted until,
on the approach of adolescence, I became

greatly ashamed of them. I do not say
that I have got rid of these feelings, and
to this day I sometimes fear a solitary
house, which I would not sleep alone in

for the fee simple of the whole deserted
farm. I cannot "describe the amount of wor¬

ry I have had from this source. Perhaps
the stories I heard from the country-bred
Inmates of our kitchen kept this feeling
alive."

LETTER-WRITING WAS IRKSOME.

Concerning the letters of Dr. Holmes, Mr.
Morse expresses the fear that his readers

may think there is too much memoir and

too little correspondence. "The fact is,
that letter-writing was to Dr. Holmes an

Irksome task. Except to Motley and Low¬

ell during their absences in Europe, he very

rarely wrote spontaneously and in the way
of friendship. His letters, it will be ob¬
served, were almost always written be¬
cause some correspondent could not cour¬

teously be left unanswered, or under the
uriro or less mild c impulsion of some spe¬
cial occasion. Tlierefire his letters are

few."
The reader, however. Is conscious of no

shortcoming in this respect. There is a

mass of correspondence^ the greater part of
which is addressed to the men and women

most distinguished in the modern world of
letters. The earliest letters are written in

1828, when Dr. Holmes was a youth of
seventeen, and addressed to a friend,
Phineas Barnes, with whom Dr. Holmes
cprresponded during many years.
In one of the first Dr. Holmes says, in

speaking of himself: "When you come

here you must not expect to see in me a

strapping grenadier or a bearded son of
Anak, but a youth of low stature and an

exceedingly mooth face. To be sure, I
have altered a little since I was at An-
dover. I wear my Ills erect, and do not

talk sentiment. I court my hair a little
more carefully, and button my coat a

little tighter; my treble has broken down
into a bass, but still I have little of the
look of manhood. I smoke most devoutly
and sing most unmusically, have written
poetry for an Annual, and have seen my
literary bantlings swathed in green silk
and reposing in the drawing room. I am

totally undecided what to study; it will be
larw or Physick, for I cannot say that I
think the trade of authorship quite adapted
to this meridian."
Speaking ot the birth of the Atlantic-

Monthly, Mr. Morse says: "The country
was without a first-class, truly literary
magazine. Tutnam's Magazine, which by
its merit, had deserved to live and pros-
pei, had unexplainedly died. Now the pub- I
lishing firm of Tbillips, Sampson & Cou,
established in Winter street, in Boston,
undiscouraged by the fate of this predeces¬
sor, gallantly resolved to renew the ex¬

periment, and invited James Russell Lowell
to act as editor. He accepted, but made
it a condition precedent that Dr. Holmes
should be the first contributor to be en- I
gaged. 'I,' said the doctor, long afterward,
'who felt myself outside of the charmed
circle drawn around the scholars and poets
of Cambridge and Concord, having given
myself to other studies and duties, won¬

dered somewhat when Mr. Lowell Insisted
on my becoming a contributor. I looked
at the old portfolio and said to myself,
"Too late! too late!" This tarnished gold
will never brighten; these battered covers
will stand no more wear and tear; close
them, and leave them to the spider and
the bookworm."
But Lowell, with shrewd Insight, perti¬

naciously applied a friendly pressure and
Holmes yielded. As he afterward said,
"Lowell awoke me from a kind of literary
lethargy In which I was half slumbering,
to call me to active service." His useful¬
ness began at once, for he christened the
unborn babe and the name of ' The At-
lantlc," since so famous, was his sugges-
tlon. "The nom de plume under which

GONGEPTION OF A

From Dante's Infefno.
.o!" he exclaimed, "lo! Dis; and lo! th<
iere thou hast need to arm thy heart

the new writer appeared was happily
chosen. 'The Autocrat of the Breakfast
Table,' now for more than a generation
a household word, was odd enough to at¬
tract curiosity when It first struck upon
the public ear. 'L'Autocrate a la table
du dejeuner, titre bazarre!' exclaimed a

puzzled Frenchman, writing in a land
where they have no breakfast tables, and
it was a Joke, which may have been
also a truth, that the proprietor of a well-
kno nwreligious weekly assumed it to be a

cookery book.'*
Concerning the Saturday Club, which was

founded about the same time that the At¬
lantic Monthly was, the book has much to
say. Brilliant- indeed must those gath-
erings have been when, out of the dazzling
bewilderment of London society, which he
so dearly loved, Lowell wrote: "I have
never seen society on the whole so good as

I used to meet at our Saturday Club." Of
these good talkers- Dr. Holmes was proba¬
bly the best. "It Is as impossible by any
string of descriptive adjectives to convey
the charm of his talk to those who never
heard him at his best, as it Is to place the
tones and gestures of a dead actor before
the mind's eye of those who never saw

blm. * * . He had a curious theory
about his talking. 'The idea,' he said, 'of
a man's interviewing himself is rather odd,
to be sure, But then that is what we are
all of us doing every day. I talk half the
time to find out my own thoughts, as a

schoolbpy turns his pockets inside out to
see what la in them. One brings to light
all sorts of personal property he had for¬
gotten In his Inventory.' » . * Colonel
T. "VVentworth Hlgginson once said that In
his visits to London he had never met two
men whose talk was so habitually brilliant
as that of Holmes and Lowell, but that
they had not learned the London art of re¬

pression, and often monopolize the conver¬
sation too much; and he had a reminiscence
of a dinner given to Dr. and Mrs. Stowe,
at which Lowell endeavored to convince
Mrs. Stowe that the best novel ever written
was 'Tom Jones,' jwhile Holmes, at the
other end of the table, was endeavoring
to convince Professor Stowe (a clergyman)
that 'all swearing owed its origin to the
pulpit."
"Dr. Holmes had great admiration for

Professor Agasslz, and used to call him
'Liebig's Extract' of the wisdom of ages.
And once when the profesor was away
upon one of his scientific excursions
among some remote, semi-civilized peo¬
ples the doctor said: 'I cannot help think¬
ing what a feast the cannibals would have
if they boiled down such an extract. A
gentleman one commented very unfavora¬
ble- upon this little, jest, explaining with
more than British gravity that it was a
uoor one, because cannibals don't care for
wisdom and would only have relished
Agasslz because he was plump.
The book is on Che whole a sympathetic,

satisfying story t a full, quiet, oomplf <?ly
rounded life. ii.

Rochefort's New
Volume Is Full of

. Amazing Dis¬
closures.

5HE Sunday Journal recently gave some

Interesting extracts from the first
volume of Henri Rochefort's memoirs,

which are attracting considerable attention
at the present time in Paris. The second
volume has just been received here, and Is
even more interesting than the first, for it
embraces one of the most exciting periods
of the journalist's adventurous career.the
time which intervened between his first ex¬

ile and the siege of Paris and the rise of
the bloody Commune.

In dealing with the general elections of
'69, Rochefort turns aside to dash off this
pen picture of Gambetta:
"At that time Gambetta was already very

stout. He had gradually transformed him¬
self from a Caesar to a Vltellius, but when
I first knew him, several years previous,
he was quite thin, with long, black hair, a

Jewish nose and an eye protruding from
Its socket In a manner which would
lead one to think it would fall out alto¬
gether. It was, in fact, so frightful to
look at that one morning, when I was

taking lunch with my wife In a cafe in the
Palais Royal, frequented by Gambetta, she
could not continue her lunch until he had
gone away. It was later that he decided
upon the surgical operation which com¬

pletely changed his appearance; so much,
in fact, that I could no longer recognize
the real from the false eye. He did
wisely to resign himself to this operation,

N INSANE MAN?

;
; plac®
with strength]*

Canto XXXIV.. lines 20, Si.

for if he had not done so he would have
made such a repulsive impression on his
electors that his political career might have
been very different."
Speaking of the famous events in his life

of the same year, Rochefort says:
"The Empress was then in Egypt for the

Inauguration of the Suez Canal. She wrote
to her husband regarding her reception by
the Khedive, letters which I found later
In Napoleon's desk, and which are extraor¬
dinary, to say the least. In a style, and
with the spelling of a servant girl, she sent
him messages of this kind: 'Ismail-Pasha
tells me things which would make your
hair stand on end.' I have seen since
many letters said to have been written by
Mme. Bonaparte, which were very well
written, correctly spelled and entirely dif¬
ferent to those which she dated from
Cairo. There is only one explanation to
this in my mind, and that Is that most
of the letters signed by her and which
figure In antograph collections were writ¬
ten by one of her ladies of honor. Cer¬
tainly those which I found in the Tull-
eries, which teemed with solecisms and
faults of Frenoh, were written by another
pen.
"To give a feeble Idea of Napoleon's ridic¬

ulous war tactics," Rochefort goes on, "I
may cite this dispatch, which I found later
at the Tullerles: "The Emperor to the
Minister of War.Received your dispatch.
We start to-morrow for Montmedy. In
order to deceive the enemy have published
in the papers that we've gone to Saint
Dlzler, with 150,000 men.' Could any one

imagine a more childish method of try¬
ing to deceive the enemy? As If Prince
Frederic Charles would look to the Paris
papers for Information concerning our Paris
army. The Emperor, It is true, was con¬

siderably handicapped by Eugenie, who In¬
sisted on Interfering. For instance, she
telegraphed once that she was not pleased
with the method of one general and in¬
sisted on his being replaced by another,
to which her husband replied: 'All right,
dear, it shall be as you say.' Bonapartist
writers have stated that the Franco-Ger-
man war was extremely popular, and in
fact demanded by the nation. Such 'state¬
ments on their part is the height of bad
faith. The war was the result of a court
intrigue, the principal Inspirer of which
was General Bourbaki, commander of the
Imperial Guard; who, on learning that the
Hohenzollern affair had been arranged,
cried at the Tullerles in the presence of
the Empress: 'It's too bad. I should have
been proud to have the Emperor enter
Berlin at the head of the Guard!' The Em¬
press on hearing this went immediately
to Napoleon's bedroom and woke him up.
She made him get out of bed and go with
her to the Council room to resume the dis¬
cussion, and the war, which had been
prev»"tea at midnight, T'as decided upon

2 o'clock in the morning

A Burning Romance
of Old New England.

Mary E. Wilkins's New Novel, "Mad-
elon," Puts Strange Elements in

a Staid People and Flings
Puritanism Aside.

ADELON." the new novel -which
Messrs. Harper will publish imme¬
diately, is the first work by Mary

E. Wilkins, according to the recollection of
the writer, it© appear in book form without
having been published serially.
In other respects also it is unlike her

foregoing stories. While the author still
holds to her recognized milieu, the New
England described in this story is more re¬

mote than she has heretofore portrayed,
and with the familiar local types there are

certain foreign elements, notably t!he char¬
acter of Madelon Hautvllle, the heroine.
"Anything of alien race was looked upon
with a mixture of fear and aversion in this
village of people whose blood had flowed
in one course for generations. The Haut-
villes were said to have French and Indian
blood yet, in strong measure, in their veins;
lit was certain that they had both, although
it was fairly back In history since the first
Hautville, who, report said, was of a noble
French family, had espoused an Iroquois
Indian girl."
But race prejudice* never yet prevented

love, and two young men, who were cousins
and of Puritan stock, fell in love with
Madelon, notwithstanding that they were

fully aware of ithelr lack of wisdom in so

doing. For Madelon was lovely, with an

exotic loveliness that Intoxicated both the

young men like some sweet, fiery, unaccus¬

tomed wine. "You don't set much store

by me, Burr," said one to the other as

they met on a snowy road one night, both
thinking of Madelon, "and I don't set any
too much by you; bult we've got to swing
our shoulders one way, whether we will or

no, because our father and our grandfather
did before us. Good Lord, aren't men in

leading strings, no matter how high they
kick! You're going to see Dorothy l air

when you want to see Madelon Hautville,
because you don't want to do what you
want to. Well, go on. I'm go-ing to see

Madelon and hear her sing. I've given up

trying to work against my own motions.
It's no use; when you think you've done it,
you haven't. You never can get out of this
one gait that you were born to except In

your own looking glass. Go and court
Dorothy Fair, and in spite of yourse f you 11
kiss the other girl when you're kisw?lingher.
Well, I sha'n't cheat Madelon Hautvllle
that way."

A FAIR AND GENTLE WOMAN.

But Lot Gordon was only partially right
in his analysis of his cousin's feelings for

Dorothy Fair, who came of a gentle and

self-controlled race of New England min¬
isters "Her face was very sweet to see; her

blue eyes and her soft lips were innocent
and fond under her lover's gaze. Her little
white hand clung to his like a baby s.

There was a sweet hollow under her chin,
above her fine lace collar. Her soft, fair

curls smelt in his face of roses and laven¬
der. The utter daintiness of this maiden
Dorothy Fair was a separate charm and a

fascination full of subtle and innocent
earthlness to the senses of a lover.

There is a most poetic description of how

they both looked at the ball, where the
storm burst:
"No costly finery had Madelon Hautville,

but she had done some cunning needlework
on an old black satin gown of her mother's,
and It was fitted as softly over her sweet
curves as a leaf over a bud. . . * Dor¬

othy Fair, with her blue brocade petticoat
tilting airily as she moved, with her pink
%nd white face smiling out with gentle gay-
ety from her fair curls, stepped delicately,
pointing out her blue satin toes, around the
ballroom, with one little white hand on

Burr Gordon's arm."
JEALOUSY made a madwoman.

The sight made Madelon mad with jeal¬
ousy. Suddenly all her own beauty was

cheapened. "She saw herself swart and
harsh-faced- as some old savage squaw be¬
side this fair angel. She turned on herself
as on her recreant lover with rage and dis¬
dain." And she fled from the scene 6t the
ball, alone through the darkness, toward her
home. On a lonely stretch of road she saw a

shadowy figure. "Presently she saw that
the figure was a man, and coming her

way, and then her heart stood still, for
she knew by the swing of his shoulders
that it was Burr Gordon. She threw back
her protid head and sped along toward him,
grasping her knife under her cloak and
looking neither to the right or left. She
swerved not a hair's breadth when she
came close to him.so close that their
shoulders almost touched in passing In the
narrow path. Suddenly there was a quick
sigh in her ear, 'Oh, Madelon!' Then an

arm was flung around her waist and hot
lips were pressed to her own. The mixed
blood of two races, In which action is quick
to follow Impulse, surged up to Madelon's
head. She drew the hand which held the
knife from under her cloak and struck.
'Kiss me again, Burr Gordon, if you dare,
she cried out, and her cry was met by a

groan as he fell away from her into the
snow. . . * Madelon stood for a second
looking at the dark, prostrate form, as one

or ber Iroquois ancestors might have looked
at a fallen foe before he drew his scalping
knife;' then suddenly the surging of the
savage blood In her ears grew faint. She
fell down on her knees beside him. 'Have
I killed you, Burr?' she said, and bent hei
face down to his.and it was not Burr, but
Lot Gordon! Madelon felt along his side
and hit the handle of the clasp-knife, firm¬
ly fixed.
" 'Don't try to draw it out.you cannot,

said Lot, and his padn forced a groaa
from him. 'I'll live, if I can, till the woun«
Is healed, for the sake of your peace. Itun
nlng back toward the village Madelon en

countered Burr and told him what had hap
pened. 'I met your cousin Lot just below
here and he kissed me, and I took him foi
you and stabbed him, if you must know,
ghe sobbed out, dryly. ,

"Burr gave a choking cry of horror,
think I.have killed him,' said she, an<

pulled him on faster. 'And you meant t<
kill me?' 'Yes, I did.'
A DARK WISH FROM A FIERCE HEART

" 'I wish to God you had!' Burr crlei
out, with a sudden fierce anger at Mmsel:
and her; and now he hurried on faster thai
she.
"Hearing others approaching. Burr in

duced Madelon to protect herself by flight
assuring her that Lot was not dead, anc

that l^e would care for him. Thus it hap
pened that Burr was found with hij
wounded cousin and accused of stabblnj
him, arrested and Imprisoned. At onci

Madelon proclaimed tho lnnocenc# of Burr-

telling the truth. But no one believed he*
story, thinking she was endeavoring to
shield her lover. His lips were sealed, and
the wounded man, beginning to recover,
was silent also. As a last resort Madelon
went to him.
" 'Speak now,' said she. Lot Gordon

looked up at her. 'I tell you, speak I I
will not bear this any longer. I am at the
end.' Still Lot Gordon looked up at her
silently.
"Then Madelon made a quick motion In

the folds of her sklft, and there was the
long gleam of a huntlng-knlfe above the
man In the bed. Margaret Bean, standing
by the door, shrieked faintly,, but she did
not stir.
" 'I have tried everything,' said Madelon.

'This Is the last. Speak, or I will make
your speaking of no avail. I will strike
again, and this time they shall And me
beside you, and not Burr. My new guilt
shall prove my old, and they will hang me,
and not hdm. Speak, or, before God, I will
strike!'
"Then Lot Gordon spoke. 'I love yon,

Madelon,' said he.
'Say what I bid you. Lot Gordons not

that.'
" 'All your bidding Is In that'
" 'Will you?'
" 'I will clear.Burr.'
"Madelon slipped her knife aw*y, and

stood back. Margaret Bean slunk further
around past the bedpost. Neither of them
could see her.

THE TRUTH AT FEARFUL COST.
" 'On one condition,' said Lot Gordon.
" 'What?'
" 'That you marry me.'
"Madelon gasped. 'You?
"Lot laughed faintly, stretching his

ghastly mouth. 'You think it is an offer
of wedlock from a churchyard knight,' he
said.
" 'You are mad to talk so,' she said.
" 'No madder.than.my ancestors made

me,' Lot stammered feebly. Great drops
of sweat stood on his forehead.
"Madelon moved toward him with a cu¬

rious, pushing motion, as if she thrust out
of her way her own will. She bent over
him her white face, holding her body
aloof. 'I will marry you, come what will.
Now, set him free.'
"Later, when Burr was free, she stood

by her promise.
" 'But,' she said to Lot, 'have you

thought well of what you do, Lot Gordon?'
"Lot looked up at her and smiled and the

smile gave a curiously gentle look to his
face, in spite of the sharp light in his eyes.
" 'The thought has been my meat and my

drink, my medicine and my breath of life,'
said he.
" 'If I were a man I would rather take a

snake to my breast than a woman who held
me as one.'
" 'Two parallel lines can sooner meet than

a woman know the heart of a man. What
do I care so I hold you to mine?'
"Madelon stood further away from him,

but her eyes did not fall before his.
" 'Why did you lie?" said she. 'You knew

I stabbed you, and not yourself. You are a
liar. Lot Gordon.'
"But Lot still smiled as he answered her.
" 'However it may be with other men, no

happening has come to me since I set foot
upon this earth that I brought not upon
myself by my own deeds. The hand that set
the knife in my side was my own, and I
have not lied.'
" 'You have lied. Tell them the truth.'
" 'I have told the truth that lies at the

bottom of the well.'
" 'Call them all In now, and tell them.I.

did it; I'
"Lot Gordon raised himself a little and

looked at her with the mocking expression
gone suddenly from his face. 'What good
do> you think It would do if I did, Madelon?'
he said, with a strange sadness in his voice.
"She looked at him.

A HOPELESS FUTURE. v

" 'I shall not die of the wound. You can't
escape me by prison or a disgraceful death,
and, as for me, do you think it would make
any difference to me if all the village point¬
ed at you, Madelon?'
"Madelon looked at him as If she were

frozen.
"The only way to be set loose from your

promise Is by your own breaking it,' said
Lot.
" 'I will keep my promise,' said Madelon.

shutting her lips hard upon her words. She
turned away.
" 'Madelon,' said Lot. She went toward

the door as If she did not hear. 'Madelon.'
"She turned her white face slightly tow¬

ard him and paused.
" 'Wont you come here to me a moment?'
" 'I cannot until I am driven to it!' she

cried out, passion leaping into her voice Mke
Are. 'I cannot go near you, Lot Gordon.'
"She opened the door, and then she heard

a sob. She hesitated a second, then looked
around, and Lot Gordon's tiny body was
curled about In his chair and quivering with
sobs like any child's.
"Oh,' groaned Lot, weakly. In his hoarse

voice, 'the hardest thing in the world for
love to bruise himself against is the tender
heart of a woman when 'tis not inclined his
way.'
"Madelon closed the door, and went back

and stood over him. She looked at him
with a curious expression of pity struggling
with loathing, as she might have looked at
some wounded reptile.
" 'Well, I am here,' she said, in a harsh

voice.
" 'All my life my heart has had nothing,

and now what it has it has not,' moaned
Lot, as If it had been (o his mother. He
looked up at her with his hollow blue eyes
swimming In tears. He seemed /or a min¬
ute like a little ailing boy appealing for
sympathy, and the latent motherhood In the
girl responded to that.

" 'You know I cannot help that, Lot,' she
said. 'You know how you forced me Into
this to save the one I do love.'
" 'Oh, Madelon, can't you love me?'^
But Lot Gordon found, as most men and

women lind sooner or later, that love can
neither be given nor taken away at will;
and Miss Wllkins has many tangled threads
to untie before bringing her new tragic
novel to a conclusion. As said in the be¬
ginning, it bears little resemblance to any
of her other work, but whether the differ.
ence is to the advantage of "Madelon,"
the contrary, is for the critic rather tht
for the literary news gatherer to decide.

, B


